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TO THE RIGHT 


| Honourable” I DD, 
HENRY WRIOT ASL 
Eatle of Sor MAU G0 ane. ; 

Baron of TI AHTIII De: *4 V W 


el: Honourable, I know 
; 8 not how J. all offend in 
ADE dedicating my vnpoliſbt 
— to your Lordſhip, nor hom the 
Vorld will cenſure me for chufing 
fo ſtrong a prop to ſupport ſo _. 
weake a burthen : only if your Ho. 
nowr ſeeme but ploaſed, I account 
- Wl ly 


WY —— — 


a The Epilile, &c. 
my ſelfe highly praiſed, and vow 
to take aduantage of all idie houres, 


till] kate honoured you with ſome 


grauer labour. But if the firſ} 
heire of my inuentio praue defor- 
med, I ſhall be forry it had ſo No- 
ble a Goa father, and neuer after 
eare ſo barren a Land, for feare it 
yeeld me ſtill ſo bad a harueſt. I 
leaue it to your honourable ſuruęy, 
and your Honour to your hearts 


content; which I'wiſh may alwayes 


anſwer your owne wiſh, and the.. 
Worlds hopefull ec pectation. 


Your Honours in all duty, 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 
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F CES CEDEDDEFa OH, 
| VENVS AND 
"ADONIS. 


Ven as the Sunne, with purple coloured face, 
| Had tane his laſtleaue of the weeping morne, 
| Roſe-checkt Adonis hied him to the chaſe 2: 

| Hunting he lou d, but loue he laught to ſcorne: 


| Sick. thoughted Fenus makes auaine vnto him, 
1 R Andlikea bold · fac t ſuter* gins to woo him. 

f 

| 


Thrice fairer then my ſclfe(thus ſhe began) 

The fiedls chiefe flower, ſweet aboue compare, 

Sraine to all Nymphs, more loucly then a man, 

More white and red, then Doues, or Roſes are: 

Nature that made thee, with her ſelfe at ſtrife, 
S aich that the world hath ending with thy life. 


f Vouchſafe, thon wondet, to alight thy Steed 
| And reine his proud head to the ſaddle bow. 
If thou wilt deigne this faueur,for thy meed 
A thouſand hony ſecrets, ſhalt thou know: 
| Here come and fit, where neuer Serpent hiſſes, 
3 And being ſet, Ile ſmother thee with kiſſes. 
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VENVS ax» ADONIS. 


And yet not cloy thy Tips with loath' d ſatietie, 
Bur rather famiſh them amid their plentie, 


Making them red and pale, with freſh varietit: 


Ten kiſſes fhort as one, one long as twenties 
A Summers day wil ſeeme an houre but ſhort, 
Being waſted in ſuch time · beguiling ſport. 


Wich this, ſhe ſeizech on his ſweating palme, 


The preſident of pith and liuelihood, 

And trembling in her paſſion cals it balme, 

Earths ſoueraigne ſalue to doe a Goddeſſe good: 
Being ſo enrag d, deſire doth lend her force, 
Contagiorſly to pluck him from his Horſc. 


Over one arme the luſtie Cou:ſers 1eine, 

Vnder the other was the tender Boy, 

Who bluſnt and powted in a dull diſdaine, 

With leaden appetite, vnapt to toy. 5 
She red and hot, as coales of glowing ſire: 

Nie red for ſhame, but froſtrie in deſue. 


The ſtudded bridle, on aragged bougb, 
Nimbly ſhe faſtens, (0, how quick is Joue?) 
The Steed is ſtalled vp, and even now 
To tye the Rider ſhe begins to proue, 
Backward fhe pufht him, as ſhe would be chruſt, 
And gouernd him, in ſtrengih, though not in _ 
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VENYS and ADONIS. 
So ſoone was ſhe along, as he was downe, 
Each lcaning on their elbowes and their hips, 
Now doth ſhe ſtroke his cheek, now doch he frowng 


And ꝑim to chide, bur ſoone ſhe ſtops his lips. 


And kiſſing ſpeakes, with Iuſtfull language bro- 
If thou wilt chide, thy lips ſhall neuer open.(xenʒ 


He burnes with baſhfull ſhame, ſhe with her teares 
Dotk quench the maiden burning of his cheekes ; 
Then with her windie ſighs and golden heares, 
To fan and blow them arie againe ſhe ſeekes. 
He ſayes ſhe is immodeſ, blames her miſſe, 
What followes more, ſhe ſmothers with a kiſſe. 


Euen as an empty Eagle, ſharpe by faſt, 

Tires with her beake on feathers, fleſh and bene, 
Shaking her wings, deuouring all in haſte, 

Till either gorge be ſtufr, or prey be gone: 
Euen ſo ſhe kiſt his brow, his cheeke, his chin, 
And where the ends, ſhe doth anew begin. 


Forc't to content, but neuer to obey, 
Panting he lies, and breathing in her face: 
She feedeth on the ſteame, as on a prey, 
And cals it heauenly moiſture, aire of grace, 
Wiſhing her cheeks were gardens full of flowres, 
So they were de d with fuch diſtilling ſhowres. 
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VENVS any ADONIS. 
Locke how a bird lyes tangled in a Net, 
So faſtned in her armes Adonis lyes: 
Pure ſhame and aw d reſiſtance made him fret, 
Which bred more beautle in his angry eyes. 


Raine added to a Riuer that is ranke, 
Perforce will force it ouerflow che banke. 


Still ſhe intreats, and pretily intreats: 

For to a pretie eare ſhe tunes her tale: 

Still he is ſullen, ſtill he Jowres and frers, 

Twixt crimſon ſhame, and anger aſhie pale; 
Being red ſhe loues him beſt, and being white, 
Her breſt is bettered with a more delight. 


Looke how he can, ſhe cannot chuſe but loue, 

And by her faire immortall hand ſhe ſweares, 

From his ſoft boſome neuer to remoue, 

Til he take truce with her contending teares, (wet, 
Which long haue rain d, making her cheekes all 
And one ſweet kiſſe ſhall pay this countles debt. 


Vpon chis promiſe did he raiſe his chin, 
Like a Diue- dapper peering through a waue, 
Who being lookt on, dueks as quickly in: 
So offers he to giue what the did craue. 
But when his lips were ready for his pay, 
He winkes aud turnes his lips anogher . 
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VENVS and ADONIS. 


Neuer did paſſenger in Summers heat (turne- 


More thirſt for drinke, then ſhee for this good 
Her helpe ſhe ſees, but helpe the cannot get, 
She bathes in water, yet in fire muſt burne: 


Oh pittie gan ſhe cry, flint- hearted boy, 


Tis but a kiſſe I begge, why art thou coy 2? 


I haue been woo'd, as l-intreat thee now, 
Euen by the ſterne and direfull God of Warre, 
Whoſe ſinowy neck in battell nere did bow, 
Who conquers where he comes in euery iarre : 
Yer hath he been my captiue and my flaue , 
And begd fer that which thou vnaskt ſhalt haue. 


Ouer my Altars hath he hung his Launce, 


His battred ſhield his vncontroled Creſt, 


And for my ſake hathi learn d to ſport and daunce, 
To coy, to wanton, dolly, mile and ieſt, 
Scorning his churliſh Drum, and Enfigne red, 
Making my Armes his field;his tent my bed. 


Thus he that ouer - rul d, I ouerſwaycd, - 
Leading him priſoner, in a red Roſe chaine: 
Strong tempred ſteele his ſtronger ſtrẽgth obey d, 
Yet was he ſeruile to my coy diſdaine. 

Oh be not proud, nor bragge not of thy might, 
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VENVS and ADONIS. 


Touch but my lips with thoſe faire lips of thine, 
(Though mine be not ſo faire, yet ate they red) 
The kiſſe ſuall be thine one as well as mine. 
What ſeeſt thou in the ground ? hold vp thy head: 
Looke in mine eye · bals, where thy beauty lies, 
Then why not lips en lips, ſince eyes on eyes? 


Art thou :tham'd to kiſſe? then winke againe, 
And J will winke, fo ſhall the day ſeeme night. 
Loue keepes his reuels where there be but twaine : 
Be bold to play, our ſport is not in ſight. 
Theſe 1 7 violets whereon we leane, 
Neuer can blab, nor know they what we meane. 


The tender Spring, vpon thy tempting lip, 

Shewes ihre — 3 Tor . — wal be taſted: 

Make vſe of time, let not aduantage flip, 

Beauty within it ſelf ſhould not be waſted, (prime, 
Faire flowres , chat are not gathered in their 
Rot and conſume themſelues in little time. 


Were Ihard- fauoured, foule, or wrinkled eld, 

IIl- natur d, crooked, churliſh, harſh in voice, 

Ore-worne, deſpiſed, rheumatick and cold, 

Thick-fighted, barren, leane, and lacking ioyce, 
Then mightſt thou pauſe, for then I were not for 
Pur hauing no defect, why doſt abhor me _ 


VENVS AND ADONIS, 
* Thou canſt not ſee one wrinkle in my brow, 
Mine eyes are gray and bright, & quick in turning: 
Mybeaurie as the Spring doth yeerely grow, 
: My fleſh is ſoft and plump, my marrow burning: 
„ My ſmooth moiſt hãd, were it with thy had felt, 
Would in thy palme diſſolue, or ſeeme to melt. 


of 
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Bid me diſcourſe, I will enchaunt thine eate, 

Oc like a Fairy trip vpon the greene, 

Or like a Nymph, with long diſfhcucld haire, 

Dance on the {znds,and yet no footing ſcene, 
Loue is a ſpirit all compact of fire, 


& | Not ꝑroſſe to ſinke, but light and will aſpire, 


Witneſſe this Primroſe banke whereon Ilie, (me: 
Ihe forcelefle flowres, like ſturdie trees ſupport 
I vo ſtrẽgthles doues will draw me th row the akie, 
ige, From morn till night, euen where I liſt to ſport me. 
tir | 1s leuc ſo light, ſweet Boy, and may it bee 
That thou ſſiouldſt thinke it heauie vnto thee? | 


Is thine owne heart to thine owe face affected? 
Can thy right hand ſeize loue vpon thy left? 

Then woo thy ſelfe, be of thy ſelfe reiected, 

Steale thine owne freedome, & complaine of tlieſt. 
or Narciſſus ſo himſelfe, himſelfe forſooke, 

e: And dyed to kiſſe his ſhadow inthe brooke. 
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f VENVS and ADONIS. 

fl Torches are made to light, Iewels ro weare, 

0 Dainties io taſte, feſh beautie for the vſe, 

i Herbs for their ſmell, and ſappie plants to beare: 

@ Things growing to themſelues, are growths abuſe. 
| Sceds ſpring from ſeeds, and beauty brecdeth 

Thou wert begot, to get it is thy duty. (beauty, 


Vnleſſe che earth with thy increaſe be ted? 
. - By law of Nature thou art bound to breed, 
Thar thine may liue when thou thy ſelfe art dead: 
And ſo in ſpight of death thou doeſt ſuruiue, 
In that, thy likeneſſe ſtill is lefr aliue. 


# Vpon the earths increaſe why ſhouldſt thou feed, 
| 


By this, the Loue- ſick Queene began to ſwear, 
For where they lay the ſhadow had forſooke them, 
And Tytan tyred in the mid-day heat, 
With burning eye did hotly ouer- lookethem, 
Wiſhing Adonis had his teame to guide; 

So he were like him, and by Venus (ide. 


And now Adonis with a lazie ſpright, 

And wich a heauie, darke diſliking eye, 

His lowring browes, orewhelming his faire fight, 

Like miſtie vapours, when they blot the skie, 
Sowring his cheekes, cries fie, no more of loue, 
The Sunne doth burne my face, l muſt remoue. 

Ay 


= 


4 


Ay me (quoth Pens) yong, and fo vnkind? 


VENVS any ADONIS: 


What bare excuſes mak ſt thou to be gonne? 


ie ſigh celeſtial) breath, whoſe gentle wind 


Shall coole the heat of this de ſcending Sunne. 
Jie make a ſhadow for thee of my heares, 
If chey burne too, Vie quench chem with my- 
; (teares. 
Ihe ſun chat ſhines from heauen ſhines but warm, 
And loe, I lie betweene that Sunne and thee: 
The heat l haue from thence doth little harme, 
Thine eye darts forth the fre that burneth mee. 
And were I not immortal l, life were donne, 
Betweene this heauenly and ear thly Sunne. 


Art thou obdurate, flintie, hard as ſtcele ? 
Nay more then flint, for ſtone at raine relenteth, 
Art thou a womans ſonne, and canſt not feele 
What tis to loue, how want of loue tormentethꝰ 
O, had thy mother borne ſo bad a mind, (kind. 
She had not brought foorih thee, but dyed vn- 


What am I, that thou ſhouldſt contemne me chisꝰ 
Or what great danger dwels vpon my ſute? 
What were iby lips the wor ſe for one pooie kiſſe? 
Sreake, Faire: but ſpeake faire words or elſe bee 
Giue me one k iſſe, lle give it thee again, (mute. 
And one for inveſt, if thou wilt haue tw * 
05 


* 


VENVS and ADONIS. 
Fie, lire eſſe picture, cold and ſenſeleſſe ſtone, 


Well painted Idol, image dull and dead, 


Statue contenting but the eye alone, 


Thing like a man, but of no woman bred: 


Thou art no man, though of a mans complexionʒ 
For men will kifle euen by their owne direction. F 


This ſaid, impatience chokes her pleading tongue, 

And ſwelling pafiian doth prouoke a pauſe, 

Red checkes and fierie eyes blaze forth her wrong, | 

Being Iudge in loue, the cannot right her cauſe ; 
And now ſhe weeps, & now the fain would ſpeak, 
And now her ſops doe her intendments bi cake. 


Sometimes ſhe ſhakes her head, and then his hind; 

Now gazcth ſhe on him, now on the ground: 

Sometimes her armes infold him like a band; 

She would, he will not in her armes be bound: 
And when from thence he ſtruggles to be gone, 
She locks her Lilly fingers one in one. | 


Fondling, ſhe ſaith, fince I haue hemm' d thee here, 
Wichin the circuit of this Iuor ie pale, 
Ile be the Parke, and thou ſhalt be my Deere, 
Feed where thou wilt, on mountaine or in dale; 
Graxe on my lips, and if choſe hils be drie, 
Stray lower, where the „ lie. 
2 4 1 


VENVS and ADONIS, 
Within this limit is relcefe enough, 
Sweet bottome graſſe, and high delightful plaine, 
Round riſing hillocks, brakes obſcure and rough, 
Jo ſhelter thee from tempeſt and from raine: 
Then be my Deere, ſince Lam ſuch a Parke, 
No Dogge ſhall rouze thee, though a 1 
| arke. 
At this Adonis ſmiles, as in diſdaine, «+ - 
That in each cheeke appeares a pretty dimple. 
Loue made thoſe hollowes: if himſelfe were ſlaine, 
He might be buried in atombe ſo ſimple: 
Fore · knowing well if there he came to lie, 
Why chere Loue liu d, & there he could not die. 


Theſe louing caues, thoſe round inchaunting pits, 
Opened their mouthes to ſwallow Venus liking : 
Being mad before, how doth ſhe now for wits ? 
Strooke dead at firſt, hat needs a ſecond ftriking ? 
Poore Queene of loue, in thine own law forlorn, 
Toleuc a checke chat ſmiles at thee in ſcorne ! 


Now which way ſhall ſhe rurne ? what ſhall ſhe ſay ? 

Her words are done, her woes the more increafing : 

The time is ſpent, her obiect will away, 

And fromher twyning armes doth vrge relcafing. 
Pitry ſhe eries, ſome fauour, ſome remorſe: 

„e be ſprings, and aſterh ro his hoxle, 
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", VENVS AND ADONIS. - 
But hoe, fiom forth acopp's that neighbours by, 
A breeding Iennet, luſtie, yong and proud, 
Acons trampling Cout ſer doth eſſ ie, 
und forth ſhe ruſhes,ſnorts,and neiehs aloud: 
Ihe ſtrong neckt Steed, being ty ed vntoa tree, 
Breaketh his reine, and to her firaight goes hee. 


Ic periouſly he leapes, he neighs, he bounds: 

And now his wouen girts he breakes aſunder, 

Ihe bearing earth with his hard hoofe he wounds, 

Whoſe hollow wombe reſounds like heauens thun 
The iron bit he cruſnes terne his tecth, (der: 
Controlling what he was controlled with. 


His cares vp prickt, bis braided hanging mane 
Vpon hi: compaſt Creſt now ſtands on end: 
His noſtrills drinke the aire, and forth :gaine, 


As from a furnace, vapours doth he ſend: 


His eye which ſcornfully gliſteis like fire, 
Shewcs his hot courage, and his hig defu e. 


Sotaetime: he trors, as if he told the ſteps, | 

Wich gentle maieſtie and modeft pride, 3 

Anon he reaies vpright, curuetsardleapes; 

As who ſhould ſay, Loc, thus my ſtreugchi is tride, 
And thus I doe to captiuate the'eye 


Of the faire breeder that is ſtanding by. 1 
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- VENVS any ADONIS, 
What recketh he his riders angry ftur, 
His flatt ring Holla, or his Stand, Ifay ? 
What cares he now, for curb, or pricking ſpuny. 


For rich capariſons, ortrappingg 
He ſees his loue, and nothing 421 be ſees: 7 


For nothing elſe wich his proud fight agrees, 


Locke when Painter would furpaſſe the life, 


In lmming out a wall proportiond Steed 
His Art with natures welkmanſhip at die, 


As iſ che dead the liuing ſuould exceed: 


So did his horſe excell a common one. 
In ſha pe, in courage, colour, paſe, and hene, 


Round hooſt, ſhort iointe d, feclocks ſhag and long, 
Bread breſt, full eyes, ſmall head, and noſirill wide, 
High creſt, ſnort cares, ſtrait legy,6c paſling ſtrong. 


Thin mane, thick taile, broad — tender hide - 


Looke what a horſe rr 
Saue a proud ider on ſo proud a back. 


Sometimęs he ſcuds farre n dates; 


Anon he flares at ſtirxing o afe 
To bid the wind a bace he now prepates, . 
And where he run or the, they know not whet 
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Coole ſhadow to his melringburrocks lent, 
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He lookes his lone, and neighs vnto her: 
She Alleen bim, übe knew his minde: 
proud, as females are, to ſee him woo ber, 
She 5 eneſſe, ſeemes vnkind, 
at his loue, & ſcornes the heat he feeles, 
— his kind embracements with her heeles. 


Then like a melancholy male. content, 
He vailes his taile: that, like a falling plume, 


He ſtamps, and bites — — — his fume: 


His Joue perce 


Grew — ow fury — — AY 


His teaſty Maſter goes about to take kim, 
When loe, che vnbackt breeder full of feare, 
lealous of catching, ſwiftly do ch forſake him, 
3 — and — Adonis — 3 £ 
As they were vnto the wood t em, 
Outſtri ping Crowes, chat ſtrive to ouerfly them 


All fvolne with chafing, downe Adonis firs, 

Banning his boyſterous and yaruly 6g 

And — the happy ſeaſon ence more firs 

Tharloue-ſicke — 2 y be bleſt. 
For louers ſay,” The heart hath trebble wrong 

When it is bard the aidance of che tongue. As 


. 
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| VENYS an» ADONIS. 
An Ouen that is ſtopt, or river ſtaid, . 
Burneth more hotly, ſwelleth with more rage? 
30 of cot Ing balkidgs  * 
Free vent of words Pues fire doth aflivage 2 
But when the hearts Atrurney ofice is mute, 
The Client breakes, as deſperate in his fuxe. 


He ſees her comming, and begins to glow z 
Euen as a dying cole reuiues with duh 
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow, 
Lookes onthe dull earch with diſturbed mind, 
Taking no notice that ſhe is ſo nie, 
For all aſcance he holds her in his eye. 


O what a ſight ĩt was wiſtiy to view 

How ſhe came ſtealing to the wayward boy, 
To note Ge — conflict of her hie w, 
How white and red each other did deſtroy: 


But now her cheake was pale, and by and by 


Ir flaſhyforth fire, and lightning from the aky. 


Now was ſhe inft before him as he ſar, 

And like alowly louer downe ſhe kneeles, 

Wich one faire hand ſhe heaueth vp his har, 

Her other render hand his faire checkes fecles 2 
His render checkes receiue her ſoft hands priasy 


Oh 


VENVS aud ADONIS, | 

Oh what a war of lookes was then betweene them? 

Her eyes petitioners t0his eyes ſuing, 

His eyes ſaw her eyes, as the) had not ſeene them, 

Her eyes woo d ſtill: his eyes diſdaind the wooing; 
And all this dumb play had his acts made plane, 
Wich teares which chorus like her eyes did rainc. 


Full gently now ſhe takes him by the hand, 

A Lilly priſond in a Iaila ef now, 

Or Iuory in an band, 

So white a friend ingirts ſo white a foe: 
This beautious cembar, wiltull and vnwilling, 
She wd like rofiluer Doueꝝ thar {it a billing. 


Once more the engine of her thoughts began: 
O faireſt moouer on this martall Round, 
Would thou wert as l am, and La man, 
My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound: 
r ane ſweet logke my helpe I would aſſure thee, 
Though nothing but my bodies bane "ou tag 
thee, 
Giuc me my hand (ſaith he) why doſt thou fecle ird- 
Giue me my heart (ſaith ſhe) and thou ſhak haue it. 
© giue it me, leſt thy hard heart doc ſteele it, 
And being ieeld, ſoft ſighs can neuer graue it: 
Then loucsdeepe groanes I neuer 


regard. 
Becauſe di bear ata wine he 
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I) he ſea hath bounds, but deep deſire hath none, 


VENVS and ADONIS. 
For ſhame he cries, Let goe, ind let me goe, 
My dayes delight is — hotſe is — 
And tis your fault I am bereft him ſo, 
Ipray you hence, and leaue me here alone. 
For all my minde, my thought, my bufie gare 
Is how to get my Palfrey from the Mare. 


Thus the replies: Thy Palfrey, as ſhe ſhould, 
Welcomes the warme approach of ſweet deſires 
Affection is a cole that muſt be coold; 

Elſe ſuffredy it will ſer the hoart on fire. 


Therfore no maruell though thyhorſe be gone. 


How like a Tade he ſtood, tied to a tree, 

Seruilely maſtred with a lethren reine 

But when he ſaw his loue, his youths faire fee, 

He held ſuch pertie bondage in diſdaine, 2 
Throwing the baſe thong from his bending creſt, 
Enfranchiſing his mouth, his backe, his breſt. 


Who ſees histrue-Lone in her naked bed; - 
Teaching the ſheers a whiter hiew than white, 
But when his glutten eye ſo full hack fed, 

His other agents aime at like delight 2 

Who is fo faint, that dares not be fo bold, 
. 
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Let me excuſe thy Courſer, gentle boy, 

And learne of him, I heartily beſeechthee, : 
Te take aduantage on preſentedioy, thee. 


1 — dumbe, yet his proceedi 
0 to loue: the leſſon is but plaine, 
And once made perfect, neuer loſt againe. 


I know net loue (quoth he) nor will not know it, 
Vnleſſe it be a Boare, and then 1 chaſe it. 
Tis much to borrow, and I will net owe it, 
My loue to loue, is lone but to diſgrace it. 

For I haue heard it is a life in death, . 
That laughs, & weeps, and all but wich a bregth, 


Who weares a garment ſhapelefſe and vnfinifht 3 
— placks the — — leafe.pur forth? 
bring) . —— 
Ka — prime, proue nothing worth: 
Colt thats backt, and burthend being yong, 
Loſeth his pride, and neuer waxcth ſtrong. 


| You hurt my hand with wringing : let ys part 

And leaue — tdle — ine bole thas 
Remoue your ſiege from my vnyeeldi . | 
To —— (flattry; 
Diſmiſſe your vowes, your fained teares, your 
For uhere n. 


Had I no eyes but eares, my cares ( — 
- That inward beauty and inuifible. 


VENVS an» ADONIS; | 

What,capft thou talke(quoth the) haſtthonarong? 

O would thou hadſt not, or I had no hearing 

Thy Mermaids voice hath done me doublewrongs 

I had my load before now preſt with bearing, 
Mclodious diſcord, heauenly tune harſh ſounding, 
Earths deepe ſweet muſick, and hearts deepe ſote 

wounding. 


Or were I deafe, thy outward parts would moue 

Each part in me that were but ſenſible. 
Though neither 1 — nor cares to heare nor ſecs - 
Yer ſheuldI be in loue, by touching thee, 


Say that the ſenſe of reaſon were bereft me, 
And chat I could not ſee, nor heare, nor touch, 
And nothing but the very ſmell were left me, 

Yet would my loue to thee be ſtill as much. 
For from the Stillitoxy of thy face excellin, 
Comes breath perfum'd, chat n_— _ by 

| - (ime * 

Bur oh, what banquet wert thou to the rat, G 

Being nurſe and feeder of the other foure ? 

Would they net wiſh the feaſt ſhould euer haſt 

And bid ſuſpitien double locke the doore ; 

e, that ſowre ynwelcome 


Le ſt, 
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Once more the ruby-celour'd Portall opend, 
Which to his ſpeech did hony yeeld: 
— rempeR roche Gel 
Wracke tothe t to the 
Sorrow to ſhepherds, woe vnto the birds, 
Guſt and foule flawcs ta herdmen and to herds. 


This ill preſage aduiſedly the marketh, 
Euen as che wind is huſht before it mineth 2 
Or as the Woolfe doth grin before he barketk, 
Or as the Berry breakes before it ſtaineth: 
Or likethedcadly bullet of a Gun, 
His meaning ſtrooke her, ere his words begun. 


And at his Jooke ſhe flailyfalleth done, 
For lookes kill loue, and loue by lookes reuiueth: 
A ſmile recures the wounding of a frowne, 
Bur bleſſed banquerout that by loue fo thriueth : ' 
The filly boy belceuing the is dead, 
Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it red, 


- Andinamaze brake of his late intent, 
For ſharph ho did chinke to reprehend her: 

Which cunning loue did wittily preuent. 

Faire fall the wit that can ſo well defend her: 
For on the graſle the lies as ſhe were ſlaine, 
Taha breath breachsch Ife in her againe. Ho 
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He wrings her noſe, he ſtrikes her on the cheekes, 
He bends her fingers, holds ber pulſes hard, 
We chafes her lips, a thouſand wayes he ſeckes 
Lo mend the hurtthar his vnkindnefle mard: 
He kiſſes her, and the, by her goed will, 
Will neuer riſe, fo he will kiſſe her ſtill. 


The night of ſorrow now ĩs turnd to day, 
Her two blew winde wes faintly ſhe vp heaueth: 
Like the faire Sun, when in his freſh array, 
He cheeres the merne; and all the world releeuetk: 
Andas the brighe Sun glorifies the skie, 
So is her face ilumin'd with her cye. 


Whoſe beames ypon his hairelefſe face are fixr, 

As if from thence they borrow d all their ſhine ; 

Were neuer foure ſuch lamps together inĩat, 

Had not his clouded, with his browes repine:(Iight, 
But hers, which through che cryſtallreares gaue 
Shone like rhe moone in water ſcene by night. 


O where am] (quorhſhe) in earth er heauen, 
Or in the Ocean drencht, or in the fire? ; 
What houre is this, or morne, or weary cuen ? 

Doe l delight to die, or life defire ? 

But now I lud: and life was deaths annoy: 
nen I and deat wasliucy ions 


—ä— 


— 
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O chou didſt kill me, kill me once againe. 

Thy eyes, ſhrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine, 

Hath taught them ſcornfull tricks, & ſuch diſdaine, 

That they hane murdred rhis poore heart of mine: 
And theſe mine eyes true leaders to their queen, 
But for thy pitious lips no more had ſcene. 


Long may they kiſſe each other for this cure: 
Oh neuer let their crimſon liueries weare, 
And as they laſt, their verdure ſtill endure, 
Todrive infection from the dangerous yecre z 
That the ftar-gazers 2 on death, 6 
May ſay, The plague is baniſfit by thy breath» 


Pure lips, ſweet ſeales, in my ſoft bps imprinted, 

What bargaines m ay I make ſtill to be ſcaling ? 

To ſell my ſafe I can be well contented, 

do thou wilt buy, and — and vſe good dealing: 
Which purchaſe if thou make, for feare of flips, 
Set thy ſeale manuell on my wax · red lips. 


A thouſand kiſſes buyes my heart from me, ; 
And pay them at thy leaſure ene by one. L 
Jon is ten query worry —— —.— ? | 
- Axe they nor quic and quickly gone? a 
ä — non-payment — debt ſhould dou- 
Js Meng hundred kiles ſuchatroublc? (ble 3 
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Faire Queene (quoth he) if any loue you owe ne, 
Meaſure my ſtrangeneſſe with — vnripe — 
Before I know wy ſelfe, ſeeke not to know me: 

No Fither bur the ne frie forbeares, 
The mellow plum doch fall, the greene ſticks faſt 
Or being early pluckt, is ſowre to raft, | 


Looke, the worlds comforter, with weary gate, 
= mm hot raske hath 955 in — Wel, * 5 
The Owle (nights Herald) ſhreekes, tis | 
The — gone to fold, birds to their weſt : 
The coleblack clouds that ſhadow heauens lighr, 
Doe ſummon vs to part, and bid good night, 


Now let me ſay good night, and ſo ſay you: 

If you will ſay ſo, you fhall haue a kiſſe. 

Good night (quoth ſhe) andere he ſayes adue, 

The hony fee of e onde is3 . 
Her armes doe lend his necke a ſweet crbrace, 
Incorporat then they ſeeme, face prowes to fact. 


Till breathleſſe he diſioin d, and backward drew 
The heauenly moiſture, that ſweet corall mouth, 
Whoſe precious taſte, her thirftic ps wel knew, 
\  Whereon they ſurfer, yet complaine on drouth. 
He with her plenty preft, ſhe faintwith dearthy 
Theic kpycogntborgianG fallwake gue. = 
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Now quicke deſire hath caught her yeclding prey, 
And glutton- like ſhe feeds, yet neuer filleth, 


11 8 Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey, 
Paying what ranſome the inſulter willerh, 


Whoſe vultur thought dotł pitch the price ſo hy, 
That ſhe will draw his lips rich treaſure dry. 


* 
And hauing felt the ſwoetneſſe of the ſpoyle, 
With blind · fold furie ſhe begins to forrage, | 
Her face doth reek & ſmoke, her bioud doth boyle, 
And careleſſe laſt ſtirres vp a deſp'rate courage: 
Planting obliuion, beating reaſon backe, a 
Forgerting ſhames pure bluſh, & honors wrack. 


Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing, 
Like a wild bird, being tam d with to muck badling, 
Or as the fleet · foot Roe, that's tit d with chaſing, 
Cr like the froward Infant ſtild with dandling, 

He now obeyes, and now no more reſiſteth, 


While ſhe takes all ſhe can, not all ſhe liſtetli. 


What war 0 frozen, but difſolues with tewpring, 


; 7 yeelds - — to cuery light impreflion ? 
Things out of hope, are compatt oft wich ventrin 
Chick he : _ 


y in loue, whoſe leaue exceeds commiſſion ; 


Affection faints nor, like a pale-fac't coward, 


But thẽ woo's beſt, whE moſt his choice is froward. 
When 


Ys 
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. Whenhe did frowne, 6 had ſhe then gauo ouer,, 


Such Nectar from his lips fhe had not ſuckt: 


Foule words and frownes muſt not repel a Louer; 


What though the Roſe haue pricks? yet is it pluckt. 
Were beauty vnder twenty locks kept faft, . 
Let loue breakes through, & picks them al at laſt. 


For pitty now the can no more detaine him; 
The poore foole prayes her that he may departs: 
She is reſolu d no longer to ieſttaine him; 
Bids him farewell, — looke well to her hart, 
The which by Cupids bow ſhe doth proteſt, 
He carries thence incaged in his breſt. 


Sweet boy, ſbe ſayes, this night Ile waſte in ſorrow, 


For my ficke heart commands mine eyes to watch. 


Tell me, loues maſter, ſhall we meet to morrowꝰ 
Say, ſhall we, ſhall we, wilt thou make the match? 
He tels her no, to morrow he intends 
To hunt the Boare with certaine of his friends. 


The Beare (quand ſhe?) whereat a ſudden pale, 
Like Lawne being ſpred vpon the bluſhing Roſe, 
Vſur ps her cheekes, ſhe trembles at his tale, 

And on his necke her yoking armes ſhe throwes, 


Shbe ſinketh downe, ſtill hanging on his necke, 


Ne on ker bel fall ſne on her backe. 


Now 


. 
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Now is ſhe in the very lifts of loue, 
Her champion mounted for the hot encounter: 
All is imaginary ſhe doth proue, 
He will not manage her although he mount her: 
Thar worſe then Tantalas, is her annoy, 
To clip Ehſum, and to lacke her joy. 


Euen as poore birds, deceiu d with painted grapes, 
Doe ſurfer by the eye, and pine the maw ; 
Euen ſo ſhe Janguiſheth in her miſhaps, 
As thoſe poore birds, that helpleſſe berries ſaw 
The warm effects which ſhc in him finds mi 
She ſeekes to kindle with continuall kiſſing. 


But all in vaine: good Queene, it will not be, 

Shehath aſſaid as much as may be prou'd, 

Her pleading hath deſeru d a greater fee: 

Shee's loue, the loues, and yet ſhe is not loud: 
Fie, fie, he ſayes, youcruſh me, let me goe; 
Lou haue no reaſon to witch - hold me ſo, 


Thou hadſt bin gone (quoth ſne) ſweet boy, ere tllis, 
But that thou toldſt me thou wouldſt hunt the Bore. 
O be aduis d, thou know'ſt not what it is, _ 
Wick Iauelins point a chutliſn ſwine to gore, 
Whoſe tuſhes neuer ſheath d, he whetteth ſtill, 
Like to a mortall Butcher bent to kill, A 
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On his bowe backe he hath a battle ſer, 
Of briſtly pikes, that euer chreat his foes, \ 
His eyeslike Glow-worms ſhing when he doth fret, 
His ſnowt digs ſepulchers where ere he goes: 
Being mou d he ftrikes what ere is in his way: 
And whom he ſtrikes, his crooked tuſhes Bay. 


His brawnie ſides with hairie briſtles armed, 
Are better proofe than thy ſpeares point can enter 
His ſhort thicke necke cannot be eaſily harmed, 
Being irefull, on the Lion he will venter: 

The thorny brambles and — 

As fearefull of him, part, through whõ he ruſhes. 


Alas he nought eſteewes that face of thine, 


To which Loues eye payes tributary gaxes, 

Nor thy ſoft hands, — lips, and Chryſtall eync, 

W hoſe full perfection all the world amazes: 

. Burhaving thee at vantage ( wondrous dread ! } 
Would root theſe beauties as he rootes the mead. 


O let him keeps his lothſome cabin ſtill: 
Beautie hack nought to doe with ſuch foule fiends: 
Come not within his danger by thy will, 

They that thriue well take counſell of their friends, 
© When thou didſt name the Boare, not todiſſemble, 
Ifeax d thy fortune, aud my ĩoynts did _ a 


— 
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Didſt chou not marke my face? was it not white d- 
Saw'ſt thou not ſignes of feare lurke in mine eye? 
Grew I aot faint ? and fell I not downeright ? 
Within my boſome, whereon thou doſt lie, 
My boding heart pants, beats, and takes ne reſt, 
But like an earth · quake ſhakes thee on my breſt. 


For where loue raignes, diſturbing iealouſie 

Doth call himſelſe affections Centinell, 

Giues falſe alarmes, ſuggeſteth mutinie, 

And in a peacefullhoure doth cry, Kill, K ill, 
Diſtemp' ring gentle loue with his deſire, 
As aire and wats r doch abate the fire. 


This ſowre informer, this bate· breeding ſpie, 
This canker that ears vp loucs tender ſpring, 
This carry-tale, diſſentions icaloube, 
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That ſomtime true news, ſomtime falſe doth bring 


Knocks at my heart, and whiſpers in mine care, 
That if I loue thee, I thy death ſhould feare: 


_ mor . fo, preſenteth to mine eye 

he picture of an angry chafing Boare 

Vander whoſcſharpe fangs, on his backe doth lie 

An image like thy ſeife, all ſtaind with goare, 8 
Whoſe bloud vpon the freſh flowers being ſhed, 


ooꝑ wich grief & big the head. 
oop wich grief & hag Ae 
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What ſhould I doe? ſecingthee ſo indeed, 
That trembling at th imaꝑination, 
The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed, 
And ſeare doth teach it diuination; | 
I prophecie thy death, wy liuing ſdrrow, 
If thou encounter with the Boare to morrow. 


But if thou needs wilt hunt, keruld by me; 
Vncouplc.at the timorous flying Hare, 
Or at the Fox which Lues by ſubtletie, 
Or at the Roe which no encounter dare: 
Purſue theſe fearfull creatures ole che downes, 


And on thy well-breatl'd hovie keepe with thy 


(hounds. 


And when thou haſt on foot the purblinde Hare, 


Marke the poore wretch, to vuerſhur his troubles, . 


How he out-runs the wind, and with what care, 

He crankes and croffes with a thouſand doubles ; - 
Ihe many muſits through the which he goes,” | 
Are like alat yrinth I amaze his focs... 


Sometime he runs among the flocke of ſheepe, - 
To make the cunning hounds miſtake their ſwell,: 


And ſometime where cartH-de}uing Conies keepe, 


Jo ſtop the loud purſuers in their yeh, 
And ſomerime ſorteth with a heard af Deere: 


Danger dewiſerh ſhifts, vit waits on ſcarce 
. — 
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For there his ſmell with others being mingled, 
The hot ſent. ſnuffing hounds are driven to doubt, 


* Ceaſing their clamorous crie, till they haue ſingled 


Wich much adoe the cold fault cleanly out. 
Then doe they ſpend their mouths, eccho replies, 
As if another chaſe were in the skies. 


By this, poore at farre off vpon a hill _ 
Stands on his hinder legs with liſtning eare, 
To hearken if his foes purſue himftills - 
Anon their loud alarums he doth heare, 
And now his griefe may be compared well 


To one ſore ſicke, that heares the paſſing bell. 
Then ſhalt thou ſee the dew-bedabled wretch 


Turne and rerurne, indenting with the way: 
Each enuious bryer his weary legs doth ſcratch, 
Eachfhadow makes him ſtop, each murmur ſtay. 
For miſerie is trodden on by many; 
And being low, neuer relecu d by any. 


Lie quietly, and heare a little more, 
Nay doe not ſtruggle, for hau ſhalt not riſe, 
To make thee hate the huuting of the Boare, 
Vnlike my ſelfe thou hear ſt me moralize, 
Applying this to that, and ſo to ſo; 
For loue can comment vpon euery woe. 


; Where 
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Where did I leaue? No matter where ( quoth he) 
- Leaue me, and then the ſtory aptly ends: 
The night is ſpent. Why what of that ( quoth ſhe? I 
I am ( queth he) expected of my friends. 
And now tis darke, and going I ſhall fall. 
In night ( quoch ſhe ) deſire ſees beft of all. 


5 2 
Bur if thou fall, oh, then imagine this, 
The earth in loue with thee, thy footing trips, 
And all is but to rob thee of a kiſſe. Z 
Rich preyes make rich men theeues : ſodoe thy lips 
Make modeſt Diane cloudy and forlorne, . 
Leſt ſhe ſhould ſteale a kiſſe and die forſworne. 


Now of chis darke night perceiue the reaſon, 

cynthia for thame obſcures ber ſiluer ſhine, 

Till forging Nature be condemn'd of treaſon, 

For ſtealing moulds from heauen that were diuine, 
Wherin the fram'd thee in hie heauens de ſpight, 
To ſhame the Sunne by day, and her by nigh, 


And therefore hath ſhe brib'd the deftinies, 
| To croſſe the curious workmanſhip of Nature, 
'Y To minyle beauty with jnficmities, 
And pure perfection with impui e defeature, 
Making it ſubiett to the ryranmie- - - 
Of ſad milchatices and Wu hn eric, 
3 
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Au burning feucrs, agues pale and faint, 
Life-poiſoning peſtilence, and frenz ies wood, 
Tha marrow. eating ſickneſſe, whoſe attaint 
Diſordet breeds by heating of the blood: 
Saurfets, impoſtumes, grlefe and damn'd deſpaire, 
Sucate. Natures death for framing thee ſo faire. 


And nor the leaſt of all theſe maladies, 
But in one minutes ſight brings beautie vader : 
Both fauour, ſauour, hie and qualities, 
Whereat th' imperiall gazer late did wonder, 
Are on the ſudden waſted, thaw d and done, 
As mountaine ſnow melts wich the mid-day Sun. 


Therefore, deſpight of fruitleſſe chaſtitie, 

Loue- lacking Viſlals, and ſelfc-louing Vunnes, 

That on the earth would breed a ſcarcitie, 

And barren dearthof daughters and of ſonnes, 
Be prodigall: the lampe that burnes by night, 


Dries vp his oyle, to lend the world his light... 
What is thy bedy, but a ſwallowing graue. 


Seeming to burie that poſteritie, 
Which by the u r of time thou needs muſt haue, | 
Ifthou deſtroy them not in their obſcuritie? | 
If ſo, th: wor'd will hold thee in diſdaine, 
Sich in d Pride ſo faire a hops is Haine. 3 
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So in thy ſelfe thy ſelfe art made away, 
- A miſchiefe worſe than ciuill home · bred ftrife, 
Or theirs whoſe deſperate hands thẽſelues doe (lay; 
Or Butchers Sire, that reaues his ſonne of life. 


But Gold that's put to vſe more Gold begets. 


Nay then, quoth Ad im, you will fall againe 

Treo your en handled — 

The kifſe I gaue you is beſte w d in vaine, 

And all in yaine youſſtriue againſt the ftreame. 
For by this black- fac t night, deſires foule nurſes 

Lour treatiſe makes me like you worſe & worſes 


If Loue haue lent you rwenty thouſand tongnes, 

And euery tongue more mouing chan your one, 

Bewitching like the wanton Mermaids ſongs, 

Yer from mine care the tempting tune is blowne. 

For know, my heart ſtands armed in my cares .Y 
And will not let a falſe found enter there; 


Leſt the dec eiuing harmony ſhould run 
Into the quiet cloſure of my breſt, 
And chen my little heart were quite vndone, 
In his bed- chamber to be bard ot reſt: ; 
No Lady, no: my heatc longs nor to grone, 
But ſoundly ſleeps, while nowit ſleeps alone. 
ents C3 Whats 


* 


— — — 


Foule cankering ruſt the hidden treaſure fret: 
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What haue you vie'd that I cannot reproue ? 

The path is ſmooth that leadeth vnto danger. 

I hate not loue, but your device in loue, 

That lends embracements vnto euery ſtranger. 
You doe it for increaſe: ò ſtrange excuſe l 
When reaſon is the Bawd to luſts abuſe. 


Call it not loue, for Loue to heauen is fled, 
Since ſweating luſt on earth vſurpt his name; 
Vnder whoſe kwple ſemblance he hath fed 
Vpon freſh beautie, blotting it with blame; 
Which the hot Tyrant ſtaines, & ſoone bereaues, 
As Caterpillers doe the tender leaues. 


Lene comforteth like Sun-ſhine after raine: 

But luſts effect is tempeſt after Sunne. 

Loues gentle ſpring doth alwayes freſh remaino: 

Luſts winter comes, ere Summer halfe be done, 
Lone ſurfers not: luſt like a glutton dies. 
Loue is all truth; luſt full of forged lies. 


More I could tell, but more 1 dare not ſay; 
"The text is old, the Orator too greene; 
Therefore in ſadnefle now I will away, 

My face is fullof thame, my heart of teene; 
Mine cares that to your wanton talke attended, 
Doc burne themſejuesfor haning ſe offende f, 

Wi 
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 Withthis, he breaketh from the ſweer embrace 


So glides he in the night from Venus eye: 


Which after him ſhe darts, as one on ſhore, 
Gazing vpon a late embarked friend, 


So did the mercileſſe and pitchie night, 
Fold- in the obicct that did feed her fight, 


Whereat amaz'd, as ene that vnaware 
Hath dropt a precious ĩewell in the floud, 
Or ſtoniſht, as night- wandrers often are, 


Euen ſo confounded in the darke ſhe lay, 
Hauing loſt ihe faire diſcouery of her way. 


Make verball 2 of her moanes; 
Paſſion, on paſſion, deeply is redoubled: 


And twenty ecchoes n crie ſo. 
% 4 


Ot choſe faire armes which bound him to ker breſt, 

And homeward through the darke lawnes runnes 

Leaues ioue vpon her back deeply diſtreſt. (apace, 
Looke how a bright ſtarre ſhooreth from the skie, 


Till the wild waues will haue him ſeene no more, 
Whoſe ridges with the meeting clouds contend ; 


Their light blowne out in ſome miſtruſtfull wood, 


And now ſhe beats her heart, whereat it groanes, 


That all the neighbour caues, as ſeeming troubled, 


Aye me, the cries, and twenty times woe, woe, 


VENVS and ADONIS.” 
Sbe marking them, begins a wailing note, 
And ſings extemp rally a wofull dittie, 
How loue makes yong men thrall & old men doe, 
How loue is wiſe in follie, fooliſh wittie: 
Her heauy antheme ſtill concludes in woe, 


And ſtill the Quirc of Eochoes anſwer ſo. 


Her ſong was tedious, and out ore the night, 
For louers houres are long, though ſeeming ſhort 3 
If pleas'd themſelues, others they thinke deligu 
In ſuch like circumſtance, with ſuch like ſport: 
Their copious Stories, oftentimes begun, 
End without audience, and are neuer done, 


For who hath ſhe to ſpend the night witkal, 
But idle ſounds,reſembling Paraſites, 
Like ſhrifl-rongu'd Tapſters anſwering euery call, 
Soothing che humour of fantaſtick wits ? 
She ſud, Tis ſo; they anſwer all, Tis ſos 
And would ſay after her, if ſhe ſaid no. 


Loe here the gentle Larke, weary of reſt, 
From his moiſt cabinet mounts vp on high, 
And wakes the morning, from whoſe ſiluer breſt 
The Sunne ariſeth in his maieſtie: 

Wha doth the world 5 behold, 
That Cedar tops and 


ſeeme burniſht gold. 
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Venus ſalutes him with this faire good morrow; 

O thou cleere God, and Patron of alllight, 

Erom whom each lamp & ſhining ftar doth borrow 

The beautious influence ĩhat makes him bright, 

There liues a ſon, that ſuckt an earthly mother, 
May lend chee light, as thou doſt lend to ather. 


This ſaid, ſhe haſteth to a Myrtle groue, 
Muſing the morning is ſo much oie-· worne, 
And yet ſhe heares no tidingsof her loue, 
She hearkens for his hounds and for his horne: 
Anon ſhe heares them chaunt it luſtily, 
And all in haſte the coaſtech to the cry. 


And as ſhe runs, the buſhes in the way, 

Some catch her by the nacke, ſome kiſſe her face, 

dome rwine about ber thigh to make her ſtay: 

She wildly breaketh from their ſtrict embrace, 
Like a mileh Doe, whoſe ſwelling dugs doe akeg 
Haſting to feed her Fawne hid in ſome brake, 


By this, ſhe heares the Hounds are at a bay, 
Whereat the ſtarts, like one that fpies an Adder, 
Wreath'd: vp in fatall folds iuſt in his way, | 
The feare wherof doth make him ſhake & ſhudderz > 
Euen ſo the timorous yelping of the Hounds, 
; Appalls hex ſenſes, and her lpucit confounds. 


— 
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VE Nvs and ADONIS; 


For now ſhe knowes it is no gentle chaſe, 
But the Ju: Boare, rough Beare, or Lion proud: 
Becauſe the c je temainech in one place, 
Where fearfully the dogs exclaime aloud : 

Finding their enemie to be ſo curſt, 

They allſtraine curt ſie who ſhall cope him firſt. 


This diſmall crie rings ſadly in her eare, 

Through which it enters to ſurprize her heart: 

Who ouercome by doubt and bloudleſſe feare, 

Wich cold pale weakneſſe nums each feeling part: 
Like Souldiers when their Captaine once deth 
They baſely flic, & dare not ſtay the field. (yeeld, 


Thus ſtands ſhe in a trembling extaſie, 

Till cheering vp her ſenſes ſore diſiaaid, 

She tels them tis a cauſeleſſe fantafie, 

And childiſh errour that they arc afraid, (more; 
Bids them leaue quaking, wills them feare no 
And with that word ſhe fpide the hunted Boare: 


* 
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A thouſand ſpleenes beare her a thouſand wayes, 
She treads the path that ſhe vntreads againe, 
Her more than h ſte is marred with deloycs, 

Like the proceedings of a drunken biame, 

Full ot reſpect, yet nought at all reſpecting; 
In hand with all things, nought at all effecmg. 


Here kenneld in a brake ſhe finds a Hound, 
And asks the wea y Catife for his Maſter, 
And there another licking of his wound, 
'Gainſt venim d ſoi es the only ioueraigne plaſter, 
And here ſhe meets another ſadly ſcowling, 
To whom ſhe ſpeaks, and he replies with howling, 


When he had ceaſt his ill reſounding noiſe, 
Another flap- mouth d mourner blacke and grim, 
Againſt the welkin vollies out his voice, 
Another and another anſwer him, 
Clapping their proud tailes to the ground below, 
Shaking theu ſeratcht eares, bleeding as they go. 


Looke how the worlds poore people are amazed 
At apparitions, ſignes and prodigies, 
Whereon with fearfull eyes they long haue gazed, 
Infuſing them with dreadfull prophecies: 
So ſhe at theſe ſad ſignes drawes vp her breath, 
And ſighing it againe, exclaimes on death. Had. 
ar 


VENVS and ADONIS. 

Hard-fauoured Tyrant, vgly, meagre, leane, 

Hate full diuorce of loue (thus chides ſhe Death) 

Grim-grinning ghoſt, earths worme, what doſt thou 

To ſtifle beautie and to ſteale his breath > (meane 
Who when he liu d, his breath and beautie ſer 
Gloſſe on the Roſe, ſmell to the Violet. 


Tf he be dead, ò no: it cannot be, 

Seeing his beautie, thou ſhouldſt ſtrike at ĩt. 

O yes, it may: thou haſt no eyes to ſee; 

But hatefully at randome doſt thou hit. 
Thy marke is feeble age: but thy falſe dart 
MiRakes that aime, and cleaues on infants hart. 


Hadſt thou hut bid beware, then he had ſpoke, 
And hearing him, thy power had loſt his power: 
The Deſtinies will cucle thee for this ſtroke, 
They bid thee crop a weed, thou plucktſt a flower: 
Loues golden arrow at him ſhould haue fled, 
And not Deaths Ebon dart to ſtrike him dead. 
| (weeping ? 
Doft thou drinke teares, that thou prouck'R fuch 
What may a heauy grone aduantage rhee ? 
Why haſt thou caſt into ecernall ſleeping 
Thoſe eyes that taught all other eyes to ſee ? 
Now Nature cares not for thy mortall yigour, 
Since her beſt worke is rum d with thy rigour. 
; | Here 
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VENVS and ADONIS 


Here ouer-come, as one full of deſpaite, 


She vaild her eye-lids, who like fluces ſtopt 


The cryſtall ride, that from her two checkesfaire, 


In the ſweet channel] of her boſome dropt. (raine, 


But through the floud · gates breakes the ſiluer 
And with his ſtiong courſe opens them againe. 


O how her eyes and teares did lend and borrow I. 
Her eyes ſcene in her teares, teares in her eye, 
Boch cryſtalz,where they view d ech others ſorrow, 
Sorrow, that friendly ſighs ſought ſtil] to drie: 

But like a ſtormy day, now wind, nowraine, 

Sighs drie her checkes, teares make them wet 

(againe. 

Variable paſſions throng her conſtant woe, 
As ſtriving which could beſt become he: griefe: 
All entertain d, each paſſion labours ſo, 7 
That euery preſent ſotiow ſee meth chiefe: 

But none 15 beſt: then ioyne they all together, 


Like many clouds conſulting for foule weather. 


By this, far off, ſhe heares ſame Huntſman hollow: 

A nurſes ſong ne':e pleas d her babe lo well 2 

The dire imagination, ſhe did follow, 

I his ſour d — duth labour to expell. 
Fpr now Tcuiuing joy bids her ici e, 
And flaiceis bei, it is dey voice. 
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Whereat her teares began to turne their rids, 
Being priſon d in her eie, like pearles in glaſſe: 
Yer ſometime fals an orient drop beſide, 
Which her cheek melts: as ſcorning it ſhould paſſe 
To waththe foule face of the ſluttiſſi ground, 
Who is but drunken when ſhe ſeemeth drown'd. 


O hard beleeuing loue, how ftrange it ſeemes 

Not to beleeue, and yet too credulous ! 

Thy weale and ue, are both of them extremes, 
Deſpaire and hope make thee ridiculous. 

I)!he one doth flatter thee in thoughts vnlikely, 

Wich likely choughts the other kik thee quickly. 


Now the vnweaues the web hat ſhe had wrought, 
Adenis liucs ; and Death is nor too blame: 
It was not ſhe that cal d him all to naught, 
Now ſhe addes honour to his hatefull name, 
Shee cleeps him King of graues, and giaue for 


Imperiall Supreme of all mortall dungs. (kings, | 


No, no ( quorh ſne) ſweet death, I did but jieſt; 
Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of feare, 
When as I met the Boate that bloudy beaſt, 
Which knowes no pitty, but is til ſeuere: 
Then gentle ſh: dow ( truth I muſt confeſſe) 
Iraild on thee fearing my Loues dec caſe. 1 
| is 


of iv. tad « 0 


"wn . 3 %. bod 


wa. * I 


dy a3 A. 


fle 


47) 


| Whereat ſhe leapes, that was but late forlorne. 


FN 


VENVS axvD ADONIS: 


Tis not my fault: the Beare prouoł t my tongue, 
Be wreakt on him (lu iiſible commander) 
Tis he, foule creature, that hath done thee wrong, 
I did but act, he's Author of thy ſlander. : 
Griefe hath rwa.congues, and neuer woman yet 
Could rule them both, without ten womens wit. 


Thus hoping that Adonis is aliue, 


Her raſh ſuſpect ſhe doth extenuate: 

And that his beautie may the better thriue, : 

With death ſhe humbly doth inſinuate; (Stories, 
Tels him of Trophies, Statues, Tombes and 
His victories, his triumphs, and his glories. 


O loue, quoth ſhe, how much a foole was I, 5 
To be of ſuch a weake and ſillie minde, | 
To waile his death, who lives and muſt not die, 
Till mutuall overthrow of mortall kinde ! 
For he being dead, with him is beautie flaine, 
And beautie dead, blacke Chaos comes againe, 


Fic, fie, fond loue, thou art ſo full of feare, 

As one with treaſure laden, hem d with theeues, 

Trifles : (vnwirneſſed with eye or care) 

Thy coward heart with falle bethinking greeuet: 
Euen at this word ſhe heares a merxy hoine, 
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AzFaulcon ro the lure, away fhe flies: - 
The graſſe ſtoopes not, ſhe treads on it ſo light. 
And in hex haſſe vnfortunately ſpies 
Tho foule Boares conqueſt on her faire Delight. 

Which ſeen, her eyes, as murdred with the view, 
Like ſtars aſham'd of day, themſclues withdrew. 


Or as the Snaile, whoſe tender hornes being hit, 
Shrinks backward in his ſhclly caue with paine, 
And there all ſmothered vp in ſhade doth fir, 
Long after fearing to creepe forth againe: 
5 So at his bloudie view her eyes arc fled 
Into the deepe daike cabins of her head. 


Where they reſigne their office and their light,. 
Jo the diſpoſing of her troubled braine: 
Who bids them ſtill conſort with voly night, 
And never wound the heart with Jookes againe, 
Who like a King perplexed in hi throne, 
By then ſuggeſtions giues a deadly grono. 


hereat each tributary ſubiect quakes, 

As when the wind impriſoned in the ground, 
Struvgling for paſſage, ea ths ſonndi tion ſhakes, 
Wach v. ch cold tert or doth me ns minds confound- 

This mutiny each part doth fo ſurpiiſe, (eyes. 

ITbat from their daiks beds once mare Jeape her 

* 


mJ 


= 
* 


VENVS and ADONIS: 


And, being * vnwilling ſigh 


t 
Vpenthe wide wound that tho Boarc had txenche 
In his ſoft flanketwhoſe wonted Lilly white 
With purple tears, that his woũd wept, was drechts 
No flowre was nigh;no graffe,herb,leafe or weed, 
But ſtole his bleud, and ſeem d wich him to bleeds 


This ſolemne ſympathypeore Nu noteth, 
. ei nan 
Dum e franti deteth, 
She — — — 
Her voce is tops; her toynsForgerto b, 
Her eyes — grew they haue wept uno 


Vpon his hurt the lookes ſo ſtedfaſt y, (chrees 
That her fight dazliag makes the wound: ſeeme 
And then ſhe reprehendsher mangling eye, (be: 
That makes more gaſhes, where no breach fhould 
His face ſeems twaine, each ſeueralllim is doubled, , 
For oft the eye miſtakes, ihe brain being troubled. . 


My tongue cannot expreſſe my griefe for one; 
And yet ( quòch ſhe) behold two Adons dead: 
My fighs are blowne away, my ſalt reares gone, 
Mine eyes are turn d to fire, my heart to lead. 
-Heauy hearts lead melt at mine eyes, as fires: 
So.fha}ldic by drops of — : 


Alas, 


VENVS an» ADONIS, - 
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hat face remains alive thats worth the ? 
Whoſe rengue is muſicke now ? whar ant 


Ofchunge angle, or ary thing al — 
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1 — would Adonis weepe: 
8 ew 4s 
Toſcchisface, the Lien walkr along, 3 
, 401ce C 

Behind ſomt becauſe hee would * — feare 
— —— 
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VENYVS and ADONIS. 
When he beheld his ſhadow in a Brooke, 
The fiſhes ſpred en ir their golden pik : 
When he was by, the birds ſuch pleaſure rooke; 
That ſome would fing, ſome other in their bils 
Would bring him Mulberies, & ripe red Cherries: 
He fed them with his f ght, they him with betries. 


But this foule, grim, and vrchin- nouted Boate, 
Whoſe downward eye fill locketh for a graue, 
Ne re ſaw the beautious livery that he wore g 
Witneſſe che entertainment that he gaue: 

If he did ſee his face, wby then, Tknow, 
He thought to kiſſe him, and hach kild him ſo, 


Tis true, true, der, thus — — Rint, | 

He ran vpon the Boare with his ſharpe ſpeare, 

Who — whet his tcerk at him agai f 

But by a kiffe thought to perſwade him there: 
And nouſling in his flanke, the louing Swine 
Sheath'd vnaware his tuske in his ſoft groine, 


Had I beene tooth d like him, Imuſt confeſſe, 
With kiſſing him I ſhould haue kild hit firſt: 
But he is dead, and neuer did he bleſſe 
My youth wih his ; che mere I am accurſt: 
Wich this ſhe faltetk in the place ſhe ſtwod, | 
Any ſtames her face W * congealed _ 
* ' 
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She lookes vpon his lips, vir pe da are pale; - 
She takes him by che band, and chat is cold; 


he lifta che coffer lids chat cloſe his eyes, 
| Where jojenolnpeburncourgn Abe. 


Twwaglaſſcs, where herſelfe her ſelfe beheld . 
A thouſand times, and now no more rcleR,. 
. gy fore lace. exceld, 

And cuery beauty robd of ; 
Wonderof ce (que) 50 is my ſpight, 
That you being dead, the day ſhould yer be light. 

Since thou — prophecic, 

ſhall attend: 


Sorrew on leue herea 


| 9 han — vnſauorie end, 
— pleaſure ſhall not match his woe. 


It ſhall be fickle, falſe, and full of fraud, 
— ſhall be blaſted in a breathing while, 


and the t pack ftrawd 
Wit ſweets, —— — of light beguile. 
The ftrongeft body — ir — moſt weake, 
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It ſhall be ſparing, and v full of rior, 

Teaching decrepit age to ttead cho meaſures ; 

The ſtating Ruſſian ſhall it keepe in quiet, 

Plucke downe the rich, inrich the poore with tre- 
It (irall be raging mad, and filly milde, * 
Make tie young old, che old become a childe, 


Ic ſhall ſuſyect, where is no cauſe of feate ; 

It ſhillnor feare, where it ſhould moſt miſt 

It ſhall be mercifull,and too ſeuere, 

And moſt deceiuing, when it ſeemes moſt iuſt᷑: 
Peruerſe it ſhall be, where it ſeems tnoſi toward, 
Put feare to valour, courage to the coward. 


It ſhall be canſe of warre; and dire tuents, 
And ſet diſſention rwixt the S enae and Sire, 
Subiect and ſeruile to alldiſcoencents, 
3 2 5 — fire: * 
Sich in his prime, dea my Lone deſtroy 
They that loue beſt, thei loue fhall not enioy. ; 


By chi, the Boy chat by her ſide lay kild, 

Was melted like a vapour from her fight, 

— — on the — rd 

A owre vp checkred with white, 
Meenbling wel ie bals checkevand the blood, 

Which in round drops vpo deir Whitcaes flood, 
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She bowes her head, the new · ſprung flowre to ſinel. 
Comparing it to her amis breath: 
And ſayes, within her boſome it 
Since ke humſelfe is reſt from her by death: 
= crops the ſtalke, and in the breach appeares 
| dropping ſap,which ſhe copares to tears. 


Poore flowre(quoth ſhe) this was thy fathers 
( Sweet — more — Sire) n 
For euery little griefe to wet his eyes, \ 
To grow vnto himſelfe was his defire, 

And fo tis thine : but know, it is as good 

To withes in my breſt, as in his blood. 


Here was thy fathers bed, here is my breſt, 
Thou art che next of bloud, and tis thy right: 
Loe, in this hollow cradle take thy reſt; | 
My chrobbing heart ſhall rock thee day and night: 
There not be one minute of an houre, 
W herein I will not kiffe my ſweet Loues flo wre. 


Thus weary of the world, away ſhe hies, 

And yokes her ſiluer Doucs, by whoſc ſwift aid 

— ́ Sooners 
n light Chariot ickly is conueyd, Queene 
Hoking their courſe to — where their 
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